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Ik  piesenting  this  Book  to  the  Music  loving  public,  we  have  aimed  to  suit  the  tastes  of  the  the  most  fastidious,  and  at  the 
same  time  have  selected  some  of  the  more  simple  and  easy  melodies,  bringing  it  within  the  range  of  beginners  as  well  as  more 
advanced  singers', 

"  TuE  PahIor  Lute"  is,  as  its  name  indicates,  intended  more  particularly  for  the  social  circle — we  trust  it  will  find  a  welcome 
At  the  fireside  of  the  many,  these  long  winter  evenings,  whose  husbands,  brothers  and  friends  are  off  to  the  battle-fieltl,  and  help  to 
while  away  the  long  and  tedious  hours,  until  this  "  Cruel  War  is  over." 

The  work  contains  songs,  both  social  and  patriotic,  glees  and  quartettes  which  are  entirely  new,  and  have  never  before  been 
published  in  book  form.  This  brings  a  valuable  amount  of  music  within  reach  of  the  masses,  at  such  low  rates,  that  the  poorest  may 
sing  and  be  happy.  It  contains  twenty  pieces  of  music  which  are  all  published  in  sheet  form,  any  one  of  which  is  worth  the 
price  Of  the  book. 

Chicago,  Dec>  1863.  H.  M.  HIGGINS. 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congreit  in  the  year  1863,  by  E.  M.  JUGGINS,  in  the  Clerk's  Office  of  the  District  Court  of  t/ie  Northern  District  of  Illinois, 
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Composed  by  R.  S.  Taylor. 
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He  may     take     the        ship,       and  I         the      whip —         I'd      rath  -  er 
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steed,  As  a  -  way  we  go  o'er  the  spark  -  ling  snow ;  And  vie  with  the  wind  in  speed, 
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Thousands,  thousands  have  been  kilPd,  they  say  ;  Is  my  fa  -  ther  coming  ?  tell  me,  Have  our  soldiers  gain'd  the  day  ? 
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'JJ'iie  Slave's  Appeal 


Words  by  Barbara  Brande. 


Music  by  J.  P.  Webstek. 
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4  O'er   the    land  war's  ser  -  pents  trail  -  ing,  .   Fill      your  hearts  with    woe    and    wail  -  ing, 

5  Dear  to     us,      oh !     free  -  born  moth  -  ers,    Are      our  chil  -  dren,  sires    and    broth  -  ers ; 
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One  I^lag-  or  I\o  I^lag".  ^: 


Words  by  Ed.  Wiixet. 
U-r.  r  V 


Music  by  R.  P.  Robbing. 


1  To  -  geth  -   er,    to-getb    -    er,  oh  why  should  we  part,       To  -  geth  -  er    in  hand  and    to  -  geth  -  er  in  heart ; 

2  North'ners  and  South'ners ....  still   you    are  one,        In    spite  of  the  foul  deeds  that  traitors  have  done  ; 

3  Then  blood  -  y    and  long     tho'  the  con  -  test  may  be,        Our  freemen  must  fight  for  the  cause  of  the  free  ;  Tho' 


Shoulder  to  shoulder,  as    ev  -  er  before,         O     still  let    us  strive  for  the     Union  of  yore.    O  well  may  we  bleed     as  our 
Spite  of  your  bloodshed  and  spite  of  your  hate,        Living    or  dead,  you  are  joined  in  one  fate.  As  one  you  have  risen,  as 
riv  -  ers  of  blood  may  yet  deluge  the  land,      Our  hearts  must  not  fail  us    or  slacken  our  hand,  No  "counting  the  cost,"  for  the 
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/7\ 


PS 

rm-~  h  h-1 

 V  V  v  
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That's  so ;  ox*,  the  Union  Cause  is  Graining-  GJ-x-onncl.  #  SI 

Words  by  Lowell  Call.  Music  by  J.  P.  "Webster. 
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1  f  ii  !  lia  !   lia  !  that's  so,  «Sce. — OontiniiedL. 
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thi  -  sers  frown, 
gen'  -  ral's  name, 


Repeat  from  beginning  for  each  verse. 
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Ha,  ha,  ha! 
Ha,     ha,      ha ! 
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that's  so,  too. 
that's    so,  too. 


All 


hail    the  U 


nion, 
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at 


lit  -  tie  time, 
"  Grant"  them  more, 


Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Ha,    ha,      ha ! 


that's  so,  too. 
that's    so,  too. 


All 


hail     the  U 


nion, 


"A  A 


CHORUS. 


-i — N 


BE 


3 


•ir_ i: 


3— i -  -  f=f=£ 

h      h      h  h 


1 1  m  !  lxa !   lia  !  that's*  so,  &c. — Continued. 


S3 


* 


-O  0- 


■  h 


V      V  F 


strong  and     true ; 


All 


hail     our     old      Red,        White     and  -Z?£we,  Con 
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hail    our    old     Med,        White    and  Blue,  Con 
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Ha  !    ha  !      ha ! 


that's  so, 
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too. 
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3  Port  Hudson  too  for  Union  ranks, 

Ha  !  ha !  ha !  that's  so, 
Although  the  South  don't  like  our  "  Banks 

Ha !  ha  !  ha !  that's  so  too. 
Our  "Banks"  don't  deal  in  worthless  trash, 

Ha !  ha !  ha !  that's  so, 
But  issue  balls  instrad  of  cash, 

Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  that's  so  too. 

4  The  traitors  west  will  soon  accede, 

Ha !  ha !  ha !  that's  so, 
But  in  the  East  they've  got  the  "  Meade," 

Ha  !  ha  1  ha !  that's  so  too. 
And  that's  what's  putting  theui  to  route, 

Ha!  ha !  ha!  that's  so, 
They'll  wear  the  Meade  till  they're  worn  out, 

Ha !  ha !  ha !  that's  60  too. 

5  'Tis  true  the  South  have  got  a  "Bragg," 

Ha !  ha !  ha !  that's  so, 
But  Rosecrans  will  never  lag, 

Ha !  ha  !  ha  !  that's  so  too. 
And  while  the  South  asserts  their  creed, 

Ha !  ha !  ha !  that's  so, 
They've  got  the  "Bragg"  but  we  the  "Meade," 

Ha  !  ha !  ha !  that's  so  too. 

6  We've  got  a  "  Hunter"  on  their  track, 

Ha !  ha  !  ha !  that's  so, 
And  we  expect  to  bring  them  back, 

Ha !  ha  !  ha !  that's  so  too. 
And  when  their  hosts  are  put  to  route, 

Ha!  ha!  ha!  that's  so, 
The  traitors  north  will  be  "  played  out," 

Ha!  ha!  ha!  that's  so  too. 
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Words  by  S.  Fillmore  Bennett. 


Music  by  J.  P.  Webster, 
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There  the  dar  -  ling 

For    the  gen  -  tie 

'Twas  thy  love  sns 

Take    it  safe  -  ly 

Are  you  near  me 


of 

dews 
tained 
back 
now, 
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his  mother, 
of  heaven 
me,  mother, 
to  mother ; 
my  mother  ? 


Weary,    faint  -  ing,  wound  -  ed 

By  the    spot    for  her  will 

'Twas  thy    spir  -  it  made  me 

Bid  her  wear     it  now  for 

On  mine  ear     your  ac  -  cents 
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brave, 
me, — 
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At  his   side  a 
And  the  ho  -  ly 
And  I  kiss'd  our 
She  must  prize  it 
Kiss  your  dar  -  ling 


sol  -  dier 
stars  of 
dear  flag, 
as  no 
boy,  dear 


brother 
e  -  ven 
mother, 
other, 
mother,- 


Knelt  to  hear 
O'er    me  faith 

Pledg  -  ing  life 
For      my  love  • 
I     must  leave 
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what  he 
-  ful  vi 

its  stars 
pledge  it 
you —  fare 


might  say. 

gils  keep." 

to  save." 
shall  be." 

you  well." 
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by  J£.  B.  Dewing 
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Music  by  J.  P.  "Webster. 


He  left   us  in 

2  ITe  march'd  o'er  tr;iit'  - 

3  With  dauntless  soul 

4  With  ser  -  ried  ranks 
God  rules   the  storm  1 


the  pride  of  youth, 
rous      southern  fields, 
that        winter  morn 
tin    -    daun  -  ted  stand 
our        ho  -  ly  cause 


His 
The 
He 
Five 
A 


brave  heart  full  of  man  -  ly  hope  ; 
"  dark  and      bloody  ground"  reviewed  : 
heard  Stone     riv  -  er's  loud  alarms, 
hun  -  dred  'gainst  an  ar  -  my  corps ; 
hard  fought  field  has  dear  -  ly  won ; 


Nor  fal  -  ter'd 
He  saw  the 
And  prompt,  witSi 
But  now  the 
Our  foe  -  men 


when 

fruit 

nerve 

brciv 

fly, 


the 
which 
of 
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cause  of  truth, 
trea  -  son  yields, 
courage  born 
of  that  band 
in    the  pause 


With 
And 
He 
Is 
Of 


er  -  ror  base  must  sternly  cope, 

there  his  fe    •    al  -  ty  renewed, 

welcomed  there  the  shock     of  arms, 

strick  -  en  donn,  all  wet    with  gore; 

war,    we  find     our  dy  -  ing  one. 
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Forth  from  our  midst  that  summer  morn, 
His    col  -  umn   moved      at   double  quick, 
For    many    a       wea    •     ry     hour  then 
"Leave  me,"   he     cries,    "nor  stop  to  save; 
'Tis    hard    to      part; —  dear  Will  farewell ; 


With 

To 
Our 
A 
We 
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step  and  laughing  eye  ; 
of    an    hundred  guns, 
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soldier    may  not  fight — 
more  thy  voice  of  love, 
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But 
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where 
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name 


ty  life  seem'd  shorn, 
the    air  mad.?  thick 
he  cheer'd  his  men, 
ket,  comrades  brave, 
with  ma  -  gic  spell 


And  darkly  shadow'd  our  home 
By     smoke  of    battle,  wrapt  our 
And     led     them    on  to  win  the 
Your    sa  -  bres  nobly  wield  for 
Shall  haunt     us  till  we  meet  a  - 
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day. 
right. 
-  bove. 
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the  mus  -  ket,  comrades  brave, 

good  name  with  ma  -  gic  spell 
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By 
And 
Yonr 
Shall 


dark  -  ly  shadow'd  our  home  sky. 
smoke    of     bat  -  tie,  wrapt  ctir  sons, 
led      them    on    to    win     the  day. 
sa  -  bres     no  -  bly  wield    for  right." 
haunt    us,     till     we  meet     a  -  bove. 
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sleeps  well, 
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sleeps  well,         sleeps   well,  He  sleeps  well. 
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A'lie  JRlains  of  Tennessee.  * 


Words  by  Serg't.  T.  Holingswoeth. 


the 


mid  -  night  and 
see      their    burn  • 
thus,     far  through 
pick  -  et      line  is 
bat  -  tery    sta  -  tioned 


■  tag 
the 


twinkling  stars 
camp  -  fires  now 
dis  -   mal  night 
now  engnged 
on      the  risht, — 


Music  by  T.  Marxist  Towne. 


Shine      bright  -  ly  from  on 

Up    -    -    on        the     dis    -  tant 

These         mourn  -  ful  sounds  a  - 

With  the      reb   -     cl  skir     -  mish 

The  Chi    -    ca    -    go  Board  of 
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dar  grove,    The  pick 
ed    men,        That  still 
ap  -  pear,        All  beau 
el    line,    They're  march 
es    on,         In  all 
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list' 
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see 
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brave  boys,  our 
the     trai  -  tors 


stealth 
eyes 
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Gen'  - 
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-  y  tread 
can  see 

our  troops, 
ral  cries, 

they  can 


Of 

With 
'Tis 
We'll 
No 


trai 
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to 
soon 
far 


tors  close  at 
for  -  ev  -  er 
re  -  new  the 
thin     out  their 
thcr   turn  our 


hand, 
seal'd. . 
fight, 
ranks, 
right. 


6  'Tis  mid-day  and  the  sun  beams  forth, 

On  this  bright  New  Year's  day, 
And  thousands  find  a  soldier's  grave, 

In  Tennessee's  cold  clay. 
Upon  our  center  lines  they  come. 

They  think  to  ir.ako  them  break, 
But  there  !  the  traitors  find  that  they 

Have  made  a  sad  mistake. 

1  Again,  that  dreaded  how  comes  on, 

The  cold  ground  is  our  bed, 
Another  sleepless  night  have  wa 

To  spend  among  the  dead. 
And  now  I  think  of  a  happy  heme, 

Of  friends  so  dear  to  me, 
And  wonder  if 'twill  be  my  doom, 

To  die  in  Tennessee. 

8  Again,  the  light  of  day  appears 

The  clouds  obscure  the  sky, 
A  drenching  rain  is  pouring  down 

Upon  us  from  on  high. 
But  still  the  battle  is  renewed, 

The  bloody  strife  goes  on, 
The  rebels  swear  we  shall  not 
Enter  Murfreesboro  town. 

9  The  battle  rages  fiercely  now 

Along  Stone  River's  shore, 
And  hundreds  of  the  traitors  there 

Fall,  to  rise  no  more. 
Now,  the  traitors  see  they  can 

No  longer  hold  their  ground, 
And  in  dismay,  confusion  flee, 

From  Murfreesboro  town. 

10  Our  glorious  flag's  now  floating, 

Above  the  Court  House  tower, 
A  warning  to  all  traitors, 

Who  seek  that  flag  to  lower. 
Oh  God  !  forbid  such  men  to  liv» 

In  honor,  wealth  and  fame, 
To  spill  the  blood  of  honest  hearts, 
To  win  themselves  a  name. 
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Words  by  Claka  Elizabeth. 

Lioely 


Music  by  R.  T.  Curtis. 


1  Light  -  ly     o'er    the      drift  -  ed  snow, 

2  Warm  -  ly     wrapp'd   in        cloak      and  shawl, 


Pranc  -  iug,  danc  -  ing,  on  we  go, 
Hoods       and       mit  -  tens,        furs      and  all. 


For 
On 


a  hap  -  py 
wo      speed,  with 


XT'  


-a- 


band    are  we 

hearts     all  gay, 


Out  to  -  night  with 
'Cross      the   bridge  and 


hearts  care-free, 
far  a  -  way. 


8  Swiftly  still  we  glide  along, 
Now  with  laughter,  now  with  song, 
And  the  moonbeams  'round  us  play, 
Making  night  another  day. 
Then  list  to  the  bells, 

4  Hearts  with  joy  are  beating  now, 
Gladness  rests  on  every  brow, 
Starry  eyes  are  sparkling  bright, 
Ringlets  float  out  on  the  night. 
Then  list  to  the  bells,  &e. 

6  All  are  here,  e'en  little  Nell, 
Susie,  Kate  and  Isabel, 
Willie,  Charlie,  Kate  and  Fred — 
Mary,  Lizzie,  George  and  Ned. 
Then  list  to  the  bells,  &c. 

6  But  the  quivering  moonbeams  now 
Kiss  no  more  the  mountain's  brow, 
Far  from  o'er  the  hills  away 
Smiles  the  rosy  face  of  day. 
Then  list  to  the  bells,  kc. 
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Lively.  CHORUS. 
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1.  3.  5.  Then  list 


to     the  bells, 


The 


mer-ry,  mer-ry        bells,     As  they     chime     on  the  ear 


2.  4. 


0 

Then  list 


3t=t 


to     the  bells, 


1  £ 
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Then    list       to    the  bells, 


of 


The      mer-ry,  mer-ry        bells,    As  they     chime     cn  the      fros  -  -  ty 


The      mer-ry,  mer-ry        bells,     As  they      ec  -  -  ho  a  -    -  long  the 
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night,   And  watch  the  pale  moon  As  it  breaks  thro'  the  clouds  And      scatters  her      sil  -  ve-ry  light. 


K— I  9  9^4  9  9Z9—  -9  4 
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4 — 4  4 


air. 
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They  breathe  not  a  sound  "Which  is  mingl'd  with  gloom,  With   sorrow,  or       sadness,  or  care. 
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vale,   And    see  the  bright  sun  As  he   scatters  his  light  O'er     meadow,  and       forest,  and  dale. 
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Tlie  Farmer's  Boy.  * 


Composedly  J.  W.  Hutchinson-. 


Arr.  by  S.  Peakson. 


:gi  g! 


4 


g  a- 


4 


-9 


lfc= 


1  When      I        was  young,   a     -     bout    six  -  teen,  None       was    more  bright  and       gay ; 

2  I  loved  to  use  the  pock  -  et  -  knife  Be  -  •  fore  I  went  to  school, 
8     But        now       I'm      old,       my          heart       is        sad,       My  locks    are         all       turned  gray; 


-m- 


I 

And 
And 


3 


4—4 


-G- 


-O- 


%L  


-£>  

hall ;  - 
tool ; 
way. 


ift* 


gam  -  bol'd  nim  -  bly 
fast  I  learned  the 

ev'    -    -    ry         scene  that 


on 
mys 

made 


the  green,  Or 
fry  of  That 

me        glad,  Has 


spor  -  ted      in  the 
waste  -  ful,       ma   -  gic 
pass'd,     has     pass'd    a  - 


4 
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The 
My 
Be  - 
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mi 
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bloom  of 
hoard    •  ed 
-  fore  I'm 


youth  was 

cents  I 
called  to 


on      my     cheek,  My 
prized     so       high,  I 
leave     this      world,  My 


heart  was    full  of 

glad  -  ly  gave  to 
mind      I         will  em 


j°y; 

get  it  ; 
ploy, 


How 

And 
And 


-C51- 
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Gh 


-0- 


3fcz 


-if 


hap    -  py        were     those  days      to        me,  The      mer  -  ry  far  ■ 

then       no         stone       I  left         un   .   turned,  Un    -    til      I  learned 

think      that         I.  was  once         in  life,  A  mer  -  ry  far  ■ 


i 


mer's  boy. 
to  whet  it. 

mer'a  boy. 
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The  Farmer's  Boy. — Conoluxleci 


CHORUS. 
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For        I     was  a  far  -  mer's  boy, 


For 


P 


I     was  a  far  -  mer's      boy  ; 


Y  o,      ho !        yo,  ho !  yo, 
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I     was  a  far  -  mer's      boy ; 


For 


ft 


I     was  a  far  -  mer's  boy, 


For 
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Yo, 


ho! 


yo,  ho! 
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r— ffl!    7  EE: 
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ho! 


yo,  ho ! 


Jenny  get  the  cows  home,  Jenny  get  the  cows  home,  For  I  was  a  far  -  mer's  boy. 
r,i  tV  rV 
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ho! 
0 — 


yo,  ho ! 


Jenny  get  the  cows  home,  Jenny  get  the  cows  home,  For  I  was  a  far  -  mer's  boy. 
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Words  by  C.  M.  Ballard 


Music  by  J.  P.  "Webstek. 


3L 


-<5>- 


1.  I 

2.  I 


have  lov'd  thee,  Zu    -    -  la  Zong,  For 

have  miss'd  thee,  Zu    -    -  la  Zong,  And 


thy  life  was  all  a  song ; 
the  days  are  sad  and  long, 


■-Gh 


~6h 


~6h 
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H — #- 
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ir 


fcr  *  . 


It  was       all     a  cheer    -    ful  smile, 

When         the       win  -  ter         sifts         its  snow, 


-Zf—r 

It  was  sunshine  all  the     while ; 

When      the  vernal  blossoms  blow, 
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Ztila.  Zong1. — Continued. 


It 

When 


^1 


0  ff 
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-B3S*>  
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33 


was  all  a  dream  of  love, 
the  sheaves  of       wheat        are  bright, 


Brought    by  an 
And      when  swal 


gels      from        a   -  bove. 
lows      take       their    flight — 


-+  -±  -0-  -+  -mr 


9* 


i 


3* 


3t 


3tr 


It  was  like 
Night      arid  morn 


some  fai 
ing,  all 


P 


*5 


ry 
the 


tale, 
while, 


Told  within  a  silvan  vale. 
Zu   -   -  la  Zong,  I  miss  thy  smile. 
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Zula  Zong. — Oonclndledl.  4»j 

CHORUS. 
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1,  2,  3&4.  Oh!            Zu  -  la, 
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mould  -  'ring  Zu  -  Is 

Si    -    lent  is     thy   sil  -  ver 

song ; 

Oh  1           Zu  -  la, 
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r      ling  Zu-la, 
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5.        Oh  !  . . .     Zu  - 1 

a, 

an    -    gel  Zu  -  la 
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Soon     a  -  gain  we'll  hear  thy 

^-G—*  

song, 

O'er     the  riv  -  e 
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o'er     the    riv  -  er, 
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Dear 


de  -  par  -  ted  Zu  -  la  Zong. 


Dear 


est  darling,    Zu  -  la  Zong. 


-r-rr->-is=ts=& 


S3 


1 


1 


Sleepeth  now  my  Zula  Zong, 
Ended  is  her  silver  song, 
Empty  is  the  desert  well, 
Broken  is  the  mystic  spell ; 
There's  no  sunshine  on  the  main, 
There's  no  shadow  on  the  plain, 
There's  no.  footfall  at  the  door, 
As  there  was  in  days  of  yore. 

4 

As  a  rose  born  out  of  time, 
As  a  bell  struck  from  a  chime, 
As  the  key  note  of  a  song 
Was  my  gentle  Zula  Zong. 


As  the  water  to  the  sea, 
So  was  Zula  Zong  to  me, 
As  the  blue  to  yonder  sky, 
Thus  to  Zula  Zong  was  L 


I  shall  meet  thee,  Zula  Zong, 
I  shall  hear,  again,  thy  song, 
Where  the  old  is  ever  new" 
Where  the  skies  are  ever  blue. 
I  shall  greet  thy  golden  smiles, 
In  the  sunset  amber  isles, 
In  the  land  of  light  and  song, 
E'en  in  heaven,  Zula  Zong. 
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1  lie  Dying-  3Xinstrel.  # 


1 


Composed  by  S»  Wesley  Maetdt, 


■V-fv 


1  A  minstrel  er 

2  The  bright  stars  in 

3  She  dicam'd  of  hap 

4  A    stranger,  wand' 


rant  from  her  home, 
their  heavenly  dome, 
pier  days  gone  by, 
ring  near  the  place. 


Had  wander'd  'neath 
Look'd  down  in      pi  - 
Of  days  when  all 
The  dy  -  ing     min  - 


a  southern  sky, 
ty  from  their  sphere, 
was  joy  and  bliss, 
strel  chanced  to  see, 


And  near  a 
Up  -  on  thia 
When  a  lov'd 
He  gazed  up  - 


bar  -     ren  waste  a  •  lone, 

wand'      -       rer    from  her  home, 

form  was  ev  -  er  nigh, 

-  on  the  sufferer's  face, 


Had  calmly  laid 

Who  had  no  friend 

To    fill   her  soul 

Then  quick  -  ly  dropped 


her  down  to  die ;  No 

to   shed    a  tear,  In 

with  hap  -  pi  -    ness.  Her 

up  -  on      hia  knee.  He 


roof  above  her  form  was 

fan  -  cy's  glass  she  saw  once 

lute  up  -  on    the  hard  earth 

took  the  minstrel's  cold,  damp 


=± 
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at 


sprer 
more, 

lay. 

hand, 


Nor  yielding  couch  beneath  her  lay, 

Tho  forms  of  those  she'd  call'd  her    own  ; 

But  nev  -  er  would  sts  sweet  notes  swell, 

And  in       his  own  he  held    it  fast, 


 9 — & 

Where  she  might  rest 
And  in    her      dy  - 
'Neath  that  same  hand 
For    in  that  far 


at 


at 


m 


her  drooping  head, 
•  ing  dreams  she  stood 
who  lov'd  to  play 
of  southern  land, 


And  sweetly 
Be  -  side  them 
Its  soft  and 
He'd  found  hia 


dream 
in 

sooth 
long, 


her  life  a 
her  cottage 
ing  tunes  so 
lost  one  at 


way, 
home, 
well, 
last, 


— I 


to- 


ff 


0 


Where  she  might  rest 
And   in     her      dy  - 
'Neath  that  same  hand 
For    in  that  far 


rit.  ad  lib. 


0 


 P 


iiS 


her  drooping  head,  An  1  sweetly  dream .  . 

ing  dreams  she  stood      Beside  them  in  

who  lov'd  to      p'ay,      Its  soft  and     sooth    -  - 

off  southern     land,    He'd  found  his    long, . 


her  lite  a  -  way. 

her    cot  -  tage  home, 

ing  tunes  so  well, 

lost  one  at  last. 


48  We  >Vait  Beneath  tlie  Furnace-blast.  # 

^Words  by  John  G.  Whittiee.  Music  by  T.  Martin  Toivne. 
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il     1.    We  wait  beneath  the  furnace-blast  The 


4 


pangs  of  transformation, 


Not  painlessly  doth  God  recast  And. 


3.  What  gives  the  wheat-field  blades  of  steel  ?  What. 
6.    What  though  the  cast  out  spirit  fear  The  


points  the  reb  -  el  cannon? 
na  -   tion  in    his  go  •  ing, 

~N"   N  k — fr— IV— fV 


What  sets  the  roaring  rabble's  heel  On  the  . . . 
We  who  have  shared  the  guilt  must.  6hare  The 


7.    Above  the  maddening  cry  for  blood,  A 


bove  the  wild  war-drumming,  Let  Freedom's  voice  be  heard,  with  good  The 


i 
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-9 — 9- 
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1- — N 


mould  a    -    new    the     na  -  tion, 


Hot 


-0  

burns 


9- 


tiie 


fire 


Where       wrongs  ex 


pirc  ! 


I 


-Jii 


Nor 


— &  9  *  W 

old  star  -  spangled  pen  -  non  ? 
pang     of      his    o'er  -  throw  -  ing  ! 


H  -j- 
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What  breaks 
H'hit    -  e'tjr 


the 


oath 


Of  tlie 

What 


Di-ii 
e'er 


o'    the    South  ? 
i  he  dross, 


— ^ — — ~ 


e    -    vil      o    -    ver  -  com  -  ing. 


"/  ^  •   X  @ 


-o- 


Give  prayer 


I        *  » — u    L<^i» — a  v — it 


and  purse 


— i1 

-0 — u 

To 


stay 


the  Curse 


-t- 


4— 

What 
Shall 


Whose 


-■  ■ 

 « 

5  . 
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spares  the 


band 


That 


from     the        land  Up 


-  roots 


the  an 


cient 


e  -  Til. 


whets  the  knife 
they       com   -  plain 


For  the  U 
Of 


pre 


nion  a 
sent 


life  ?—  Hark, 
pain  Who 


to 

trust 


the  an  -  ■  -  swer ; —  Slavery  ! 
in        God's         here    -    af  -  ter? 


1 


wrong     we      share,        Whose       shame    we       bear,      Whose         end        shall      glad    -   -  den 


Heaven  ! 


?  ^=TL 

-1  \f 
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.2.  The  hand-breadth  cloud  the  sages  feared  Its. , 


bloody     rain  is  dropping; 


The  poison  plant  the  fathers  spared  All. 


I 


4.    Then  waste  no  blows  on  les«er  foes  In 

9.    Then  let  the  selfish  lip  be  dumb  And  

,6.  For  who  that  leans  on  His  right  arm  Was. 


I 


strife  un  -  wor-  thy  freemen, 
hushed  the  breath  of  sighing, 
ev  -  er   yet    for  -  sa  -  ken  ? 


God  lifts  to-day  the  vail  and  shews  The. 
Before  the  joy  of  peace  must  come  The 
What  right-eon*  cause  can  suffer  harm  If 


9-9—Q  T- 
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8.    In  vain  the  bells  of  war  shall  ring  Of. 


triumphs  and    re. -ven-ges, 


While  still  is  spared  the  evil  thing  Thut 
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SO 


We  Walt  Ueneatli  tlxo  X^iii*iiaeo-I>l«,!§st. — Concluded. 
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else      is      ov  -  er 


topping, 


East, 


South,  North, 


ses  the  earth 


All 
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fea  -  tures    of     the       de  -  raon !  0  North  and  South, 

pains    of      pu  -   ri    -  f y  -  ing.  God  give  us  grace 

He       its     part   has       ta  -  ken  ?  Tho'  wild  and  loud, 


lts 

Each 
And 
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ers     and  es 


tran  -  ges. 
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But 


^  

blest 


vie     -     tims  both, 
in  his  place, 

dark         the  cloud, 

is  


-@- 


the 


That 

— N- 


yet 


shall 


hear 


-N — \- 
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Can 
To 
Be  - 


The 


-h  
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jus   -  tice  dies, 


And 


fraud      and  lies 


Live 


its 


-0  0- 

shadow. 


1 


you  not 
bear  his 
hind  its 


cry, 
lot, 
folds 


—0— 

"  Let 
And, 
His 


-m 


Slave  -  ry 
murmuring 
up 


hand 


die  !" 

not, 

holds 


And 
En 
The 


dure 
calm 


nion  find 
and  want 
sky  of 


in 
and 
to 


freedom, 
la  -  bor. 
morrow  ? 


-fv-h- 


-0— *- 


That       rings       the  knell 


0- 


ju  -bi  -  lant  bell 


Of 


Sla    -     vc     -  ry 


for 


7T 


¥ 
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Rain  on  tlie  H  oof.  # 


SI 


Words  by  Coates  Kinney. 


Music  by  James  G.  Clark. 
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mel  -  an  -  cho  -  ly 
thousand     drea  -  my 


dark  -  ness 
fan  -  cies 


Gen 
In  - 


tly  weeps  in  rai 
to         bu     -      sy  be 


ny  tears, 
ing  start, 
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What  a 
And  a 
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joy     to  press     the      pil  -  low  Of    a  cot  -  tage  chamber      bed,    And  to 

thousand  re   -   col  -  lec -tions  Weave  their  bright  hues  in   -   to     woof,    As  I 


Ft 


ad  lib. 


3  Now  in  fancy  comes  ray  mother, 

As  she  used  to,  years  a-gonc, 
To  survey  her  darling  dreamers, 
'Ere  she  left  ihem  till  the  dawn  ; 

0  !  I  see  her  bending  o'er  me, 
As  I  list  to  this  refrain 

Which  is  played  upon  the  shingles 
By  the  patter  of  the  rain. 

4  Then  my  little  seraph  sister, 

With  her  wings  and  waving  hair, 
And  her  bright-eyed  cherub  brother 

A  serene  angelic  pair. 
Glide  around  my  wakeful  pillow, 

With  their  praise  or  mild  reproof, 
As  I  listen  to  the  murmur 

Of  the  soft  rain  on  the  roof. 

5  And  another  comes  to  thrill  me 

With  her  eye's  delicious  blue  ; 
And  forget  I,  gazing  on  her, 
That  her  heart  was  all  untrue : 

1  remember  but  to  love  her 
With  a  rapture  kin  to  pain, 

And  my  heart's  quick  pulses  vibrato 
To  the  patter  of  the  rain. 
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There  is  naught  in  Art's  bravuras, 

That  can  work  with  such  a  spell 
In  the  spirit's  pure,  deep  fountains, 

Whence  the  holy  passions  well, 
As  that  melody  of  Nature, 

That  subdued,  subduing  strain 
Which  is  played  upon  the  shinglei 

By  the. patter  of  the  rain. 


Allegro  moderate. 
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roof,      Hear  it    pat-ter,  pat-ter,  tin-kle,  tin-kle,  murmur,  as 


it 
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falls   up-on 


the  root'. 
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roof,      Hear  it    pat-ter,  pat-ter,  tin-kle,  tin  kle,  murmur,     as      it       falls   up-on       the  roof. 
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roof,      Hear  it  pat-ter, 
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Words  by  L.  J.  Bates,  Esq. 


Music  by  T.  Mabtin  Towxb. 
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^         Un  -  der  the  ice 
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ters       ruu ; 


2.  Un  -  der  the  ice,  un  -  der  the    snow,  Our  lives    are  bound     in   a  crys  -  tal   ring:  By        and       by    will  the 

3.  Un  -  der  the   ice        our    souls       are       hid  :  Un  -  der      the  ice       our     good   deeds  grow  ;  Men      but       ore  -  dit  the 
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Un  -  der      the  ice 
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our  spi 


rits   lie  ; 


The    ge  •  nial  glow  of  the 
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4.  Un  -  der  the  ice        we     hide       our     wrong —         Un  -  der     the  ice  that  has  chill'd     us  through ; 

N  


Oh,    that  the  friends  who  have 
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south  winds  blow,  And  the  ro  -  scs  bloom  on  the  banks 
wrong         we       did,  Ne  -  ver  the  mo  -  tives  that  lie 


of  Spring.  Moad  and  groan  in  thy  pri 
be  -  low.  Moan  and  groan  in   thy  pri 


known 
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us  long, 
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son  strong, 
son  cold, 


Dare   to  doubt  that   we    are       good   and  true. 


Moan  and  groan  in  thy  pri 


son  cold. 
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mould,   And  the 


shines  bright  a 
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And  the 


shines  bright       a    -    -  bove. 
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Tilda,  3XeIJLaIe.  * 


Allegro. 


Words  and  Music  by  S.  Wesley  Mxetin. 


1.  0       fair  blooms  the     lily,  and  red  blooms  the  ro3e,  Down  the  pathway  that  leads  to     Ro  -  zale,  Where  stands  in  the     valley  a 

2.  She's  al  -  ways    a  smilin',  and  never    grows  sad.  Just  as       if    all     the  world  were   a  dale,  Where  white-winged    angels  come 

3.  I'll    write-  her    a  letter,  and  tx    it    all    nice,  And  I'll    send    it    up     to      her    by  mail,  I'll    tell  her  how    Barncv  0'  - 

4.  And     I       am     a  thinky/  she'll  answer    it     soon,      Saying,    "  Barney,  0,  come  and  not  fail,  And  take    for  your    lassie,  the 
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ti  -  ful  cot, 
cr    to  bless 
na  -  gan,  sure, 
den  you  love, 


And  the 
And  to 
Is  a 
The 


home  of  tweet  Til  - 
look    af-ter     Tfl  - 
lik  -  in'  one  Til  -  da 
milk  -  in'  maid,  Til  -  da 


du    Me  -  Hale, 
da    Me  -  Uale, 
Me  -  Hale, 
Mc  -  Hale, 


And  the  home    of  sweet  Til  -  da 

And  to  look     af  -  ter  Til  -  da 

Is      a  lik  -  in'     one  Til  -  da 

The  milk  -  in'  maid,  Til  -  da 
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Mc  -  Hale.. 

Mc  -  Hale.. 
Mc  -  Hale.. 
Mc  -  nalc.. 
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0,      Til  -  da      McKale,     she      carries       ber  pail,      At    eve  -  ning  and  ear  -   li  -  est     morn,      She's  a     bright  lit  -  tie  maid,  milking 
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cows     is     her  trade,  And  I       love  her  as     sure     as  you're  born,     Och  Astore  !       And      I      love     her  as     sure      as  you're  born, 
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cows  is  her  trade,  And  I  love  her  as  sure  as  you're  born.  Och  Astore  !  And  I  love  her  as  sure  as  you're  born. 
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Ellen   Cdrray.  V  {Quartette.) 


Music  by  0.  C.  Jillson. 
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1.  She 
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came    to      the     for  -  est 
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With    snow  on       her  cheek — There  was  fire  in  her        eye,      But  her      spi  -  rit  was 
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2.  But 
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life  -  giv  -  ing     wa  -  tera       Gushed  out  from       the  earth  ;    From    rocks  of  clear     crystal    Whore        waves  have 
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3.  When  the  flow  -  ers     bloom  brightest       By  the    side  of      the  stream,  Where  waves  dance  the    lightest     In  the  moon's  sil  -  v'ry 
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meek ;  For  the  sig  -  net  of     Azeael        Was  stamped  on    her    brow,  And  the  current      of  life 
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birth —    The      breezes    un  -  tainted      Kiss  the  ice  from  her    brow,  And  her  cheek  gather'd  color 


Far      brighter  than 
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gleam,  Where  the  birds  sing  the  loudest      In   the  light  of    the     day,  Glides  a  vision 
I*  x-9    0  ' 


I 


of  beauty,       It    is  sweet  El 


len  Gray. 
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Sweet      Ellen       Gray,      Sweet  Ellen 
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Gray,     Glides  a      vis  -  ion       of  beauty, 
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It     is       sweet       El  -  len  Gray. 
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Sweet      Ellen       Gray,      Sweet     Ellen        Gray,     Glides  a      via  -  ion       of      beauty,         It     is       sweet       El  -  len  Gray. 
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Sweet      Ellen       Gray,      Sweet     Ellen        Gray,     Glides  a      vis  -  ion       of      beauty,         It     is       sweet       El  -  len  Gray. 
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Hiittle  Harry,  tJie  T > I'liisiiiioi*  Boy.$ 

Words  and  Music  by  S.  Wesley  Martin-. 


1.  Our  poor     lit  -  tie    Harry  is     laid  down  to  rest,     In    the  shade   of   the  green  willow     tree,  Where  oft      in   the  summer  he 

2.  'Tis  one  month  to  -  morrow  since  Har  -  ry  came  home,  And  his  dear    form  we  first     did  es  -  py,  En  -  wrapp'd  in  the   banner  of 

3.  He  cried  "  dearest  mother,  I'll      see   thee  no  more,  Nor  the  home  I      so    fond  -  lyhavelov'd;  Nor    ne'er     the  green  willow  I 

4.  And  kind  -  ly 'twas  granted,  for    when  he  was  brought,  '"Neath  the  wil  -  low   he   soft   -  ly  was    laid,  The     flag      of    our  Union  a- 
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!Lit1;le  Harry,  &cc — Ooiitinnecl. 


lov'd     well  to    roam  With  his  play  -  mates  so     merry     and  free, 

red,    white  and  blue,  With  his  drum  sitting      si  -  lent  -  ly  by. 

plan  -  ted  myself,      And  be  -  neath  which  I       so  oft  have  roved, 

round  him  was  wrapped,  And  the  drum,  it  was  placed  as  he  said. 


He 
His 
0 

And 


fell  'neath  the  banner 
hands  on  his  bosom 
bur  -  y  me,  mother, 
now    rob  -  in  -  red-breast 


he       cherished    so  dear    As  to 
were      ten  -  der  -  ly  clasp'd,  lie  had 
be  -  neath  that  same  tree,    With  tho 
comes     ear  -  ly    at  morn,  And  so 
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fol  -  low  it  far  to  the  fray,  Where  loud  boomed  the  cannon  'mid  shouts  of  brave  men,  And  the  sabres  in  true  hands  did  play, 
beat  his  last  re  -  veill  -  e  call,  'Twas  "down  with  the  traitor  and  up  with  the  star,''  He  was  beating  when  felled  by  a  ball, 
flag  of  the    free     for    my  shroud,   And    please  to     re  -  mem-ber,  and  pil  -  low  my  head,  With  my  drum  of  which  I  am     so  proud." 


dear-ly    it   chirps  o'er  his    tomb,     It      seems  to    say,  "Harry,"     in    ev'  -  ry  sweet  note,  That  it    sings  in  that  green  wil  -  low  dome. 


Spittle  Harry,  &:e. — Conchided. 
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Sleep  on,  Lit  -  tie    Harry,     the  drummer  boy, 
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•Jennie  jMmitl  *  or,  tlie  Old  Farm  Cottage.  # 


Words  by  Jokephixk  Furman'. 
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Music  by  J.  P.  Webster. 
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to  sing  of  the  Cot  -  tage  Ilorne,  Where  dwells  my  Jen  -  nie 
the    mar    -  ket   she        quick  -  ly        hies,        With  bas    -    ket      rich  and 
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Charm  -  ing        wild  -  birds 
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She  looks  so  charming,  pure  and  bright, 

With  dancing  curls  of  brown, 
'With  gypsy  bat  and  dress  of  white, 

And  lace  that  knows  no  frown. 
She  teaches  roses  where  to  twine, 

She  gives  the  white  doves  food, 
The  honey-suckle  wreaths  its  vine, 

For  ray  sweet  Jennie  Maud. 


J  jjX  Her  wee  brown  hands  the  snowy  cloth 

Now  spreads  with  charming  grace, 
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Her  springing  footstep  is  not  loth 

To  nkl  in  ev'ry  place  ; 
llev  sweetest  voice  has  whisper'd  me, 

The  vow  of  which  I'm  proud, 
That  at  some  future  day  to  be, 

My  brido,  ray  Jennie  Maud. 
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Hark  !  hark  !  'tis  the  shout,    94 

Irish  Volunteer,    17 

Marseilles  Hymn,    107 

Negro  Emancipation  Song   45 

New  Star  Spangled  Banner,   122 

Oh,  Fallen  Hero,    139 

Oh  !  Star  Spangled  Banner,    122 

Oh  !  Wait  till  the  Good  Time  Coming,  Comes,    30 

Old  Abe  has  gone  and  did  it,  boys,    55 


Onward,  Freemen,    25 

Our  Country's  Flag  Forever   87 

Our  Country's  in  Danger  and  calls  for  you  now,   61 

Our  National  Flag,    9 

Our  Own  Brave  Boys,   40 

Patriot  Mother's  Prayer   145 

Protect  my  Boy,    145 

Scott  and  the  Veteran   115 

Slaves  Consolation,   168 

Soldier's  Battle  Chant   100 

Stars  and  Stripes   69 

Star  Spangled  Banner,   ,   82 

Take  Your  Harps  from  Silent  Willows  ;  or,  Union  one  as  is  the  sea   71 

Uncle  Sam's  Boys,   149 

Union,  God  and  Liberty,   (    13 

Union,  Now  and  Forever,    94 

Up  with  the  Banner, . .    34 

Volunteer's  Grave,    175 

Volunteer's  Wife,    189 

Wa  are  coming,  father  Abraham,    199 

We  are  the  Gay  and  Happy  Suokers,   132 

Yankee  Doodle,   172 

Year  of  Jubilee ;  or,  Kingdom  has  Come,   67 

Yes  t  we'll  Rally  round  the  Flag,  Boys,   193 


Entered  according  to  Aci  of  Congress  in  the  year  1863,  by  H.  M.  EIGGINS,  in  the  Clerk's  Office  oft/u  District  Court  of  the  Northern  District  of  IUinoi*. 
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